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Haman at the Purim, in place of redeemed Mordecai; the
slave-king of the Saturnalia, still sometimes slain in remoter
country districts.

A hubbub, a deep growling note overlaid by a thin piercing
bird-note, filled the city. Never had such menace sounded
in a mob-tumult. The burghers shrank in their houses and
wandered from room to room inspecting the bolts and
shutters.

CLODIA felt the emotion of the mob penetrating her like a
strong sickly drug, covering her with goose-flesh. She wanted
to go back to the lane where she had left the litter after bidding
her niece not to stir out of its cushions. But she could not
retreat; she had to go on. Standing still, with her hand
grasping her left breast, she listened to the voices, the infinitely
interwoven threads of emotion: the human mass given the
god-voice of a beast.

She was in an alien land, not in the Rome that her proud
Claudian forefathers had devoted themselves to create. For
the first time she realised that all these people had existences
in their own right, that they weren't merely menials caught
in a huge process working only to satisfy her requirements.
Somewhere hi this repellent mob-emotion there was the wail
of a new-born individuality.

Yet why should she fear? It was for this mob that her
brother Glodius had struggled. They had loved him; and
when he had been killed on the highroad they had burned
his body here in the Forum, eight years ago. She had been
out of Rome at the time and had not seen the pyre, which
ended by burning down the Senate House. Suddenly she was
carried away by the mob-emotion, laughing gleefully,
chuckling in her throat in an insane way. She wanted the
,mob to burn Caesar in the Forum too, to make an even greater
Haze.

That would somehow glorify her also; for she was the
sister of Glodius, the forerunner of Caesar in creating this
dark intense mob-exultation, this new focalising of power.

THERE was a way out after all.    Antpnius called to an
attendant and demanded feverishly that he should somehow